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Appearances Deceitful. 


A T’AL’E. 


—_—- 


[TRANSLATED FROM THE GESMAN OF KOTZEBUE-) 


“DRIVE to the church,” said the 
Countess Z** to her coachnian, as she 
stepped into the carriage. It was the eve 
of All Saints, and the pious Emilia wished 
to unburden her mind by.confession. “ A 
young and amiable woman, united to a 
husband. who was the choice of her own 
heart—adored by him—already the happy 

nother ofa charming g boy—soon to produce 
the second pledge of nuptial love—grate- 
fuliy plucking every flower which joy scat- 
tered on her path—wiilingly fulfilling eves 
ty duty ofa faithful wife and tender mother 
—what can suth a woman have to confess ? 
With a heart devoid of guile, and a con- 
science without blemish, why does she visit 
the chair of absolution? What will she re- 
ply to the priest, if he require more than 
the universal declaration—I am a misera- 
ble sinner.” Thus spoke Gustavus Count 
Z** tohimself, as he was standing at the 

5 

window, and heard his Emilia’s dircetion, 
* Drive tothe church.” ‘* Shall I private- 
ly follow her,” continued he in his soli- 
loguy; “shall I conceal myself in a cor- 


ner of the church, and hear the avowal of 


ny beloved sinner? Is this curiosity ?— 
No! fs it jealousy ?—Pshaw. Well, what 
isit then ?—A joke, and nothing more. I 
am her husband, and surely have as great 
a right to know her little secrets as father 
Anselmo. I ‘shall rally her, she will be 
surprised,—I erin laungh—and there the 


matter will end.” He went. It was not far 





to the church. He crept into it under the 


twilight, and approached as near to the con- 


fessor’s chair, as was possible without being 
detected. He listened attentively. Emi- 
lia spoke rather loud. This is the frag- 
ment of her confession, of which her unfor- 
tunate husband lost not a word—- 

“< Yes, reverend father, the youth’s person 
wus so lovely. For more than six months he 
daily passed several hours in my bed-chamober, 
and while I was at supper with my husband, 
he escaped by means of my maid through a pri- 
vate door. I have always concealed from his 
‘lordship my reasons for dismissing this girl 
from my service.” 

Oh, all ye husbands! whoever of you is 
in possession of a beautcous wife, whom 
he loves with the whole mupess of his heart, 
in whese arms he carelessly reposes, let 
him fancy, if it be scesible, let him fancy 
“himself in the situation of the listening 
Count. His first motion was with his band 
upon his sword, but the idea of profaning 
the Almighty’s temple, and of defiling his 
floors with bloed, deterred him. He left 
the church, to him the grave of his repose, 
arrived, without knowing ing at his own 
house, and demanded h@rses. light post- 
chaise was prepared. The bon lefi a 
note for his wife, in which he very laconic- 
ally informed her, that business of import- 
ance obliged him to visit one of his estates, 
threw himself into the carriage, and fled 
from the place. 

Emilia returned from the temple with 
that cheer/u!ness so peculiar to pious sim- 
plicity, when it believes to have liquidated 
all accounts with. heaven. Her husband’s 
note surprised her much. He had never 
befcre quitted her in so unaccountable a 
way—without a parting kiss—withont,fix- 
ing any time for his’ return—without hav- 
ing even thought of the journey two howrs 
before. , 


‘ 
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These re‘lections made the gentle Emilia 
uneasy. She summoned the stewards and 
asked wh« ther he had spoken to the Count 
before his d ep arture. The steward replied, 
he had seen him but not spoken to a 
« Not spoken to him!” exclaimed Emifia. 
‘“* No orders! no directions! I mean with 
regard to the houshold f”-—= 
soever,” ananerne he. 
said Emilia. ‘“* Ay, strange indeed, my la- 
dy,” returned the steward. ‘I have known 
his lordship ever since he was born, I of- 
ter have had the honour of ca: urying him in 

yarms, but I never saw him as he was 
- =< ay.—Twenty limes he was pleased to 
send forme—twenty imes I hed thet honour 
of waiting on him ; fa there I stood, and 
he never looked at me. Once or twice [ 
took the liberty of coughing, but all in vais. 
His lordship did nothing but bite his nails, 
and all the while looked as red as my goo 
old master, his father, of blessed memory, 
when he had swallowed five bottles of wine 
after dinner. At last his lordship threw 
himself into the chaise, without so much 
as just saying, good bye Thomas, as he 
was before always pleased to do, when he 
left home.——*“ Inexplicable!” murmured 
Emilia. “ Undoubtedly some very unplea- 
sant accident has torn him from my arms ?” 
Far, very far, was she from suspecting the 
real cause. 

Meanwhile the Count pursced his jour- 
ney day and night. “Twas night within 
his soul, not a gleam of hope there cast its 
transient twilight. On the eyening of the 

third day he reached the bounds of his es- 
tate. An ancient castle of the ninth centu- 
ry, furnished with turrets, moats, draw- 
bridges, and palisades, just caught the 
last beam of the sun, and cast a long sha- 
dow on the fowery meadow. 

Tt was the Fret time that the young Count 
| had visiled this, the remetest of his estates, 


‘« None what- 
“That 1s strange,” 
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since he inherited them from his father. A 
steward, an old gardener and his wife, 
were the only inhabitants of the castle. All 
three harboured not the most distant ex- 
pectation of a visit from their young mas- 
ter. ‘They surrounded him with every de- 
monstration of joy, and welcomed him with 
a hearty good will; but he scarce even 
saw them ; ; his eyes were wild and gloomy; 
he threw himself upon a sofa, and desired 
to be left alone. 

The whole viilage was in motion. The 
oldest boors dressed themselves in their 
Sunday cloaths, and plodded towards the 
castle, while the bailiff on the road studied 
a complimentary harangue, with which he 
purposed to surprize his lordship. At the 
gates of the castle, however, they were in- 
formed that the Count was fatigued after 
his journey, and could not be seen by any 
body. The good people returned sorrow- 
fully home.—* The late lord was never so 
high with us,” said one te the other; ‘When 
ever he came here to hunt and shoot, he 
always received us, and said,—Good day, 
my lads! How goes your corn on? How 
are your caltle? God bless your good old 
soul.” 

Early on the following morning, Count 
7,** examined the castle, searched into e- 
very corner, and dived into the lowest cel- 
lar. At the end ofa lonely gallery, thro’ 
which he heard the echo of his ev ery step, 
he stumbled against an iron door, which 
guarded the entrance to one of the four 
turrets at the corners of the castle’s roof. 
The door was opened, a loathsome stench 
of long confined air burst through the chasm. 
He entered, found four naked walls, and 
some weouldered straw. For the first time 
the Count’s mouth wasdistended to asmile, 
but it was a grim diabolical smile. He si- 
lently quitted the turret, and dispatched 
the servant who accompanied him, witha 
note to the Countess. In the mean time, 
by his cor a table, a wooden chair, 
and a bundie of fresh straw, were carried 
to the turret. 

Emilia received with rapture the tidings 
of her beloved lord, whose embrace her 
heating heart too long missed. With the 
beauieous bloom of fervent desire upon her 
cheek, she opened the note, and read: 

“ The bearer hereof has orders to bring 
vONTO MC. Ss 

Great as was FEmilia’s astonishment at 
the dry laconic stvie of her husband, yet 
made she not a moments hesitation to ac- 
company the messenger. The journey was 
extreme ly difficult toa lady in Emihia’s con- 
dition 3 but she, with the impatience of 
forgot her delicate situation, 


nimand, 


aliect te 


scarce allowed herself a few hours sleep at 
night, and on the fourth evening arrived 
safe at the castle. 

Her husband awaited her within the 
walls of the dreadful turret, seated on the 
wooden chair, and ruminating on his mise- 
ry. Emilia flew to embrace him—with his 
clenched fist he felled her to the earth.— 
“© Heavens! what means this?” cried the 
unfortunate Countess, and crept upon the 
straw. The Count spurned her from him. 
‘*« Monster,” roared he, in a tone of the 
most dreadful fury, «« thou art unmasked. 
Here, here shalt thou end a life of which I 
have not the courage to deprive thee.” 

With these words he forsook the wretch- 
ed Emilia, and locked the door. Left to 
reflect in solitude upon her misery and in- 
nocence, doomed, with the purest con- 
science, to the cruelest of punishments, Emi- 
lia sunk upon her knees, and prayed to that 
Being who reads in our hearts, as in an o- 
pen book, to tear from the eyes of her hus- 
band, her still much loved husband, the 
bandage woven by infernal calumny. The 
night-crows shrieked during her prayer, 
and the ear of inexorable fate seemed deaf 
to the sighs of suffering innocence. 

On the noon of the succeeding day, bread 
and water were administered to her thro’ 
ahole. She salted the bread with her tears, 
and her heart almost broke with melancho- 
ly. She had begged that she might be al- 
lowed writing materials, but they had been 
denied. By chance she found in her pock- 
et alittle blue sik and aneedle. She wash- 
ed her handkerchief, and sewed upon it 
these words :—‘‘ 1 AM INNOCENT! SAVE 
ME AND OUR CHILD.” 

She sent the handkerchief to her hus- 
band. The deluded wretch tore and re- 
turned it. 
eye upon it. 

When the period approached, at which 
she was to be deliv tned, the old gardener’s 
wife was admitted to her, Fi Emilia, 
writhing on the straw, gave birth toa daugh- 
ter. The first ery of this child, the first 
sound which she heard within those dread- 
fal walls, for two long months alleviated 
her sorrows. She pressed the little cherub 
to her fond maternal heart, and recommen- 
ded it tothe Almighty. She gazed at it, tho’t 
she saw it smile, and forgot her misfortunes. 
But alas! scarce had she in some degree 
regained her strength, when the gardener’s 
wife tore the infant from her arms, and 
locked the prison. ‘ O God!” exclaimed 
p@orT milia, ‘* leave meat least my child.” 
She fell to the earth in a swoon, and when 
she awoke, prayed to heaven for death. 





(Tete concluded in our next.) 


A burning tear fell from Emilia’s 
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CURIOUS ANECDOTE 
Of the late Earl of Ross, of Ireland. 


THE late Earl of Ross was, in character 
and disposition, like the humourous Earl 
of Rochester. He had an infinite fund of 
wit, great spirits and liberal heart; was 
fond of all the vices which the beau-monde 
call pleasures, and by those means first im- 
paired his fortune as much as he possibly 
could do, and, finally, his health, beyond 
repair. A nobleman could not, in so cen- 
sorious a place as Dublin, lead a life of rac- 
kets, brawls, and midnight confusion, with- 
out being a general topic of reproach, and 
having fifty thousand faults invented to 
complete the number of those he had: nay, 
some asserted that he dealt with the devil ; 
established a hell-fire club at the Eagle ta- 
vern on Corkhill, and that one W—, 
mighty innocent facetious painter, in 
was, indeed, only the agent of his gallant- 
ry, wasa party concerned: but what would 
not malicious folks say? Be it as it will, 
his Lordship’s character was torn to pieces 
every where, except at the groom porters, 
where he was a man of honour; and at the 
taverns, where no one surpassed him for 
generosity. 

Having led this life till it brought him to 
death’s door, his neighbour, the Rev. Dean 
Madden, a man of exemplary piety and 
virtue, having heard his lordship was given 
over, thought it his duty to write to him 
a very pathetic letter, to remind him of his 
past life; the particulars of which he men- 
tioned, such as whoring, gaming, drinking, 
rioting, blaspheming his Maker, and, in 
short, all manner of wickedness; exhorting 
him, in the tenderest manner to employ a 
few moments that remained to him in peni- 
tently confessing his manifold transgres- 
sions, and soliciting his pardon from an of- 
fended Deity, before whom he was shortly 
to appear. 

It is necessary to acquaint the reader, 
that the late Earl of K-——-e was one of the 
most pious nobleman of the age, and, in 
every respect, a contrast, in character, to 
Lord Ross. When the latter, who retained 
his senses to the last moment, and died ra- 
ther for want of breath than want of spirits, 
read over the Dean’s letter (which came io 
him under cover) he ordered it to be put 
in another paper, sealed up and directed to 
the Earl of K——e. He likewise prevail- 

ed on the Dean’s servant to carry it, and fo 
tell it came from his master, which he was 
encouraged to do by a couple of guineas, 
and kn swing nothing of its contents. Lord 
K e wasan effeminate, puny, liftle man, 
extremely formal and de clientes, j insomuch, 
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that when he was married to lady M—y 
O—n,. one of the most shining beauties 
then in the world, he would not take his 
wedding gloves off when he went to bed. 
From this single instance may be judged, 
with what surprise and,indignation he read 
over the Dean’s letter, containing so many 
accusations for crimes he knew himself en- 
tirely innocent of.—He first ran to his lady, 
and informed her that Dean Madden was 
actually mad; to prove which, he delivered 
her the epistle he had just received.—Her 
Ladyship was as much confounded and a- 
mazed at it, as he could possibly be, but, 
withall, observed that the letter was not 
written in the stile of a madman, and advi- 
sed him to goto the Archbishop of Dublin 
about it. Accordingly, his Lordship order- 
ed his coach, went to the episcopal palace, 
where he found his Grace at home, and 
immediately accosted him in this manner; 
“ Pray, my Lord, did you ever hear that I 
was a blasphemer, a whoremonger, a riot- 
ter, and every other thing that is base and 
infamous ?”?—** You, my lord?” said the 
bishop, ‘* every one knows you are the pat- 
tern of humility, godliness, and virtue.” 
“ Well, my lord, what satisfaction can | 
have ofa learned and Reverend Divine, 
who, under his own hand, lays all this to 
my charger” “ Surely, answered his 
Grace, “no man in his right senses, that 
knew your lordship, would presume to do 
it; and, if any clergyman has been guilty 
of such offence, your lordship will have 
satisfaction from the Spiritual Court.” Up- 
on this, Lord K——e delivered to his 
Grace the letter, which he told him was 
that morning delivered by the Dean’s ser- 
vant; and which both the Archbishop and 
the Earl knew to be Dean Madden’s hand- 
writing. 

The Archbishop immediately sent for 
the Dean, who happened to be at home, and 
instantly obeyed the summons. Before he 
entered the room, his Grace advised Lord 
K-——e to walk into another apartment, 
while he discoursed the gentleman about 
it, which his Lordship accordingly did. 
When the Dean entered, his Grace look- 
ing very sternly, demanded if he wrote 
that lefter, the Dean answered, “ I did, 
my Lord.”—“ Mr. Dean,” returned the 
prelate, ** I always thought you a man of 
sense and prudence; but this unguarded 
action must lessen you in the esteem of all 
good men :—To throw out so many cause- 
less invectives against the most unblemish- 
ed nobleman in Europe, and accuse him of 
crimes to which he and his family have e- 
verbeen strangers, mustcertainly be the ef- 
fect of a distempered brain: besides, sir, 
you have, by this«means, laid yourseifope 





to a prosecution, which will either oblige 
you publicly to retract what you have said, 

or to suffer theconsequence.” ‘ My Lord,” 
answered the Dean, “(1 never think, act, 

or write any thing for which I am afraid 
to be called to an account before any tribu- 
nal upon earth, and, if 1 am to be prosecu- 
ted for discharging the duties of my func- 
tion, I will suffer, patiently, the severest 
penalties in justification of it.” And so 
saying the Dean retired with some emo- 
tion, and left the two noblemen as much 
in the dark as ever. 

Lord K——e went home and sent for a 
Proctor, to whom he committed the Dean’s 
letter, and ordered acitation to be sent to 
him as soon as possible. In the mean time 


the Archbishop, who knew the Dean had | 


a family to provide for, and foresaw that 
ruin must attend his entering into a suit 
with so powerful a person, went to his 
house, and recommended him to ask his 
pardon, before the matter became public. 
‘* Ask his pardon,” said the Dean “ why 
the manis dead)” ‘“ Lord K e dead !” 
*«* No, Lord Ross.”—** Good God!” said 
the Archbishop, ‘ did not you send a let- 
ter yesterday to Lord K—e?” « Notru- 
ly, my Lord, but I sent one to the unhappy 
Earl of Ross, who was then given over; 
and I thought it my duty to write to him 
in the manner! did.” Upon examining 
the servant, the whole was rectified ; and 
the Dean saw with real regret, that Lord 
Ross died as he lived; nor did he continue 
in this life above four- hours after he sent 
off the letter. The footman lost his place 
by the jest, and was iudeed, the only suf- 
ferer for my Lord’s last piece of humour. 








THE GRATEFUL JEW. 


A considerable Polish family, by some 
broils which had brought that country to 
the brink of ruin, had been plunged from 
rank and affluence into: obscurity and 
wretchedness. An only sonwas left, whom 
necessity had compelled to enter the service 
ofa Polish Nobleman, and change his name. 
As the latter was taking an airing about the 
country, his good fortune led him to a ca- 
baret, or a small inn, kept, as all these houses 
of public accommodation are, by a Jew. 
The good Israelite having surveyed the 
youth with attention, civilly craved his 
name, which the other told him freely. 
But said the host, though, you go by that 
name, it is not your real one. Be sincere 
with me; I can trace in your face features 
which I am for ever bound to revere. 
If I mistake not, you are the son of the 
late worthy, but unfortunate Prince Wo- 
ronieski. J own it, said the youth, but 
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unable to support the title with its becom- 
ing splendour, I thought it prucent to con- 
ceal my birth. Heaven, 1 thank thee for 
the favour, exclaimed the Jew, now I have 
it in my power to requite on the son, part 
of my obligations to his parents. Yes, 
Sir, to your noble family I cwe my exist- 
ance. I leng subsisted on their benevo- 
ence: Providence has blest my endeavours, 
and I have ina few years amassed a consid- 
erable fortune, which it is my duty to share 
with the representative of my benefactor. 

To-morrow your excellency shall be placed 
in a proper sphere: a state ‘of servitude be- 
comes you not; J should bea slave my- 
self, had Ieno other means left to release 
you from bondage. The next morning a 
coach and six, with a suitable nieeaber: of 
servants were provided, and having re- 
ceived from the grateful Israelite, a purse 
of 1000 ducats, the prince set off for War- 
saw, where having made himself known, 
he in few days was honoured by the king 
with the badge of the first order of knight- 
hood. The Prince returned tothe friendly 
Jew, who could not refrain from shedding 
those tears which are the bright effusions 
of sensibility.— He had, during the prince’s 
absence, negociated a marriage between 
his excellency and a rich Germen heiress, 

which was consumated a few weeks after- 
wards, when her parents paid down 
1,000,000 florins, with a promise of as 
much again on the birth of the first son. 
It would be a difficult m: sayy to match such 
an instance of gratitude. 

tain and do thon likewise.’ 


“ Go then chris- 


Remarkable Instance of “ the Ruling Passion . 


strong in Death.” 


FREDERICK William, King of Prussia, 
(the father of:Frederick the Great) was 
tyrannically addicted to the ostentation of 
military pomp, and piqued himself parti- 
cularly on a regiment of the tallest men in 
Europe; which he exhausted e very re- 
souree of ridiculous tyranny to perpetuate. 
This attachment, strange and frivolous as 
it may appear, did not forsake him even in 
the agonies of death. 

Feeling his end approaching, he sent for 
his son, and, among other things, particular- 


ly injoined him never to let this tall regiment — 


moulder away. Not being satisfied with 
the answer of the prince on this topic, with 
parental anxiety, he ordered his darling gi- 
ants to be drawn out under arms before the 
windows of bis apartment, that his last fee- 
ble glance. might linger on this stalking 
monument of military parade, and his latest 
thoughts he oecupied with the anxious 


doubt of its perpetuity 
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ceilh glee now brightning, 
Now sunk in gloom as quick as lightning. 
ANON. 


Every one has more or less of that pe- | 


culiar caprice in his nature, which this mo- 
ment elevates him to the pinnacle of hope, 
the next plunges him into the abyss of des- 
pair. Lhe spirits of man bear a strong re- 
semblance to the quicksilver in a thermo- 
meter, both ascending or descending as 
they are operated upon by external causes; 
and incidents of the most trifling nature in 
the eye of philosophy, will precipitate him 
from the blood hect of rapturous expectation, 
to the freezing point ef gloomy desponden- 
cy. It must be allowed, however, thdt 
snankind are not all of this varying class, 
nor are all their dispositions so fluctu ating 
as to change the object of their pursuit w hen 
merely actuated by a momentary impulse. 
Witt WaHIMsey is an cccentric geni- 
us, Who is this moment as happy in the pro- 
secution of a favourite scheme, as a mortal 
can expect to be; but upon finding ‘ the un- 
substantiality of bis air-built astles s, Which 


he fondly suppesed to be infallible, he is | 


WILL was 
first a lawyer, but his volatility was soon 
disgusted with the tedious study of Coxe, 
and he exthanged his gown for a tinker’s 
habit: for he had been highly delighted by 
his neighbour of that fraternity, who was 
wont to entertain him with his melodious 
from morn till dewy eve,” and was 
nceompanied by his hammer, which beat 
time in perfect unison. But this life was 

»0 uniform and monotonous for Wint,and 
, seized with the travelling mania, he 
purebased a pack, filled it with wares, e- 
quipped himself with the sonorous 


the most wretched being alive. 


voic = 


instru- 
ment of music, usually carried by his bre- 
thren of the same profession, and commen- 
ceditrave!ling merchant, yclep’d a pedlag, 
Wiu.w’s ambitious and whimsical spirit 
soon wearied him of his present undertak- 
ing, and bade him soar above the low 
sphere in whic He had 
alwa ys a taste for re ading, and his under- 
standing, which did not however risé above 
mediocrity, had been cultivated and im- 
proved by a good education. In compli- 
ance with the transient impulse ‘of the mo- 
ment, Wu. so'd off his stock at a loss 
of fifty per cent, and quitting the profession 
of retailing pins and heedies, he resolved 
to be enrolied in the annals of fame as the 
benefactor of mankind. Animated with 
the philanthropic idea of being useful to 


+h he now moved. 


his species, and impelled by the expecta-, 








tion of gratifying his ambition, at the same 
time, he exercised his genius in the inven- 
tion of several different machines, bywhich 
he supposed much manual labour might be 
saved, and which consequently could not 
fail to prove of immense utility. Unfortu- 
nately W1 LL’s calculations were erroneous, 
and his sanguine expectations disappointed, 
as he could geta patent for neither ofthem. 
le was, as usual, after any disappoint- 
ment, enveloped in gloom for some time ; 
but, though provoked at the want of per- 
spicuity among men to discover the essen- 
tial utility of his contrivances, his philan- 
throphy was not much diminished. Hestu- 
died philosophy for some time, with pro- 
found application, and laid a plan for the 
composing a work for the improvement of 
mankind in his favourite science. His in- 
tention was to write an extehsive treatise, 
which should comprehend every branch of 
philosophy, aiid thus give the world the 
valuable fruits of his scientific researches. 
The prospectus he printed, and distributed 
among his particular friends only; as the 
modesty which is the peculiar attendant on 
genius, and of which Writ fancied he had 
an abundant share, induced him to confine 
the knowledge of his intertion to a few. 
Tie title of his work was—*‘ Philosophical 
Notes, in twenty-five volumes, folio; by Wi.- 
LiAM WuimMsey, £sq. P. 14.—Thisscheme 
was a fund of merriment to W11LL’s friends, 
and one of them waggishly observed to 
him, that he would be too laconic; as his 
work could certainly not be sufficiently vo- 
luminous to embraceevery thing that ought 
to be included ina performance of that 
kind, and that Yr title page wasmot sufli- 
ciently diffuse. He also advised my friend 
Wuimsey to add something that would 
render his title page more copious, and 
hinted that the P. M. at the end of his 
name would scarcely be intelligible to ma- 
ny of his readers. Worx in return told 
him, that he would take advantage of his 
hint respecting the title page, as he was 
sensible that—* an elegant title page udded 
additional elegance to an elegant performance,’ 
and that he might possibly inerease the nuim- 
ber of his volumes; but he was determined 
2% retain the P. M. as none but a biock- 

ead could help knowing that these letters 
were the initials of phile sophie magister. 
Wi. shortly published a second edition 
of his prospectus, and his roguish friend 
was highly gratified upon finding the title 
page ran thus— Philosophical Notes ; or, 
Notes on Philosophy; being a bricf ‘Treatise, 
Mc. in thirty-six volumes, fotio”—Bet the 
P. M. maintained its place in. @é@fence, of 


a? 
all his arguments. The work"soon bege 
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to tire the volatile disposition of Witt,and 
by the increasing length of his face, and de- 
sponding aspect, his acquaintance predic 
ted the downfall of his favourite project. 
In a short time, with a most despairing vi- ~ 
sage, Wit informed me that a sedentary 
life, and his incessant application, were 
not congenial with his constitution, and a 
due regard for his health laid him under the 
disagreeable necessity of relinquishing the 
project. A little time elapsed when I re- 
ceived another visit from Wrtt, but he 
did not resemble the same person; the 
gloom which had deformed his countenance 
had vanished, and his care-worn aspect was 
changed for features illumined by the 
smile of hope. He told me, that having 
frequently heard of the Letters of Junius, 
he had perused them, and was delighted 
with the genius of the author. He further 
informed me, that he was resolved to imi- 
ate him, and had no doubt but that he 
would derive both honour and emolument 
by exercising his genius at invention, and 
enlisting in the ranks of opposition. A- 
gain poor Wi.ii was doomed to experi- 
ence the frowns of fortune. A revolution 
iook place in the administration, without 
my unfortunate friend’s assistance, and he 
was disappointed of the honour which he 
expected to receive from the executign of 
his purpose; and, what was of still more 
importance, in the present state of his fi- 
nances, of the pecuniary reward for his 
services. Suchis Witt Wuirsey,—and 
the candid, I trust, will acknowledge that 
he is not a dusus nature. ]. 
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ALBERT: 
AN ORIGINAL TALE. 
(CONTINUED.) 
“ When he led his warriors to the battle, 
“ Victory attended him where er he fought.” 

“FROM him I learned that my uncle 
had died a short time after I was missed, 
that my boy was dead, and that Hugo 
reigned over my dominions, and my Clar- 
ice, with a tyrant’s*sway. I resolved to 
enter the castle myself, and to scrutinize 
well into the actions and words of the»base 
usurper. The thought that the murderer 
(for so I instantly suspected him) of my 
good old uncle and my son, was how ban- 
queting in his ill-gotten wealth, and ty- 
rannizing over ny sditathle Clarice, almost 
drove me to distraction.”—--Here Salmaria 
was suddenly interrupted by the entrance 
of a herald, who sitwenced the ardour of 
the soldiers, and their impatience to march. 
Tancred was therefore ibihwed to take leave 
of his friend, but before he went, Salmaria 
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enjoined him secrecy as to the evenis which } 

he had just related :~-« I would not wish 
(said he) that my Albert should know who 
he is, until I am convinced he does not 
disgrace his name; for I solemnly swear, 
that he shall receive no benefit from me, as 
liis father, till I am certain he will bring 
no stain upon his fawily.” ‘* There is no 
necessity for this, (returned Tancred) his 
actions would bring no stain on any family 


of the illustrious Charles, the founder of 


your extensive dominions. Yet, are you 
certain that he is your son? you knéw no 
more of him than his name and age, which 
! confess correspond with that of your son. 
You say the fisherman told you he was 
dead.” ‘“ Ah neo, a parent’s eyes are not 
casily deceived, 1 have a something here 
(returned Salmaria) which loudly and fond- 
ly owns him my son.” 

Arriving on the borders of his dominions, 
Tancred learns that Louis, hearing of the 
messenger which had been dispatched, had 
attacked the camp on the preceding night, 
that he had been repulsed and forced to re- 
turn to the city with great loss, and a vigo> 
rous siege hd now commenced. 

Tancred, after a laborious but hasty 
march, sat down before the gates of Ros- 
poni about the middle of the day. The 
whole army, with loud acclamations, hail- 
ed the arrival of their beloved prince. Nor 
was his youthful friend without a share of 
their attention ;—they were struck with 
admiration at the noble fire of majesty 
which beamed in his eyes. And he after- 
wards evineed himself, by his valorous ex- 
ploits, worthy of their attention. 

Immediately Tancred held a council of 
his officers. It was agreed that the next 
day an attack should be made on the ety in 
diffetent parts by the whole army divided 
into two parties: the one under the com- 
mand of Tancred, the other of Albert. Put 
this plan was frusirated by the enemy’s 
making a sally carly in the morning. Al- 
bert was awakened from sleep by the cry 
of “ Toarms! To arms!” vociferated in 
every direction. He instantly leapt from 
his bed} and putting on his armour, sallied 
forth. How did his young heart beat when 
he beheld the hostile armies drawn up in 
battle array ! when he saw the chieftains 
tiding before the ranks, exhorting their 
soldiers- to bravery. Albert hastened to 
hid station; here he endeavoured to ani- 
mate the hearts of his soldiers. Your 
leader (said he) will point out to you the 
toad to glory—He has never been placed 

in such a’situation as thisebefore, yet you 
see his heart shrinks not, observe him in 
the battle, you will see what an emulous 





knight dare do: fight courageously, you 
have right on your side, wiilat your ene- 
mies are burdened with treache: 'y.”-—-He 
was interrupted by the clangor of arms and 
trumpets, the neighing of steeds, by (ic 
thunder of cannon, and the shouts of the 
soldiers. Putting spurs to his steed, he 
ordered his men to advance. A desire of 
gaining the applause of a man whom they 
all revered is a fresh incentive to their cou- 
rage. Already has his impetuosity hurried 
him tnto the midst of his foes.—See! over- 
powered by numbers, he fails to the ground. 
Lo! there the brawny arm of Guyon uplifis 
the sword over the neck of the fallen hero. 
Rinaldo perceives his situation, and influ- 
enced by the generous force of friendship, 
flies to his: assistance. Guyon is beaten 
to the ground! Where art thou now, O 
Louis: thy fond pride which boasted thy 
son unconquerable, availshim not. Hur!l- 
ed from his seat by the pow ‘erful hand of 
Rinaldo, he falls, an easy conquest ! Albert 
again mounted en his ‘fiery horse,” flies 
through the thickest of the enemy. 

Louis, determined to avenge the death 
of his beloved son, having collected a band 
of his bravest knights, endeavours to en- 
close the fearless Albert :— 


One from his helm the waving crest divides; 
Oac thro’ his fencing shield the weapon guides, 
His visor some, and some his limbs assail, 
Fach part secur’d in plate and jointed mail. 


At one time he advances, again retreats, 
and still undaunted grasps at yictory. One 
seiz’d by the throat, he cast gasping in the 
dust: another with nervous arm, directed 


his spear against him, 


i a 
« And vainly hop’d the battle ended here :” 


But he too falls a victim to his temerity. At 
length, struck with terror, they relinquish 
the unequal contest, and leave him to pur- 
sue new victories. 

But now, the night o’ershadowing the 
field of battle, the hostile armics are obli- 
ged to separate. Louis regains the city, 
and Tanered is compelled to yield to the 
deprivation. 

In this state the two armies laid for some 
days. They were both so exhausted by 
the late contest, that neither seemed to 
have a wish for the renewal of it. 

One day as Tancred was sitting in his 
tent, writing to his beloved daugter, Albert 
bursted in ;—‘* Congratulate yourself, my 
Dreees (said he) at length our toils are 
nearly atanend. A fev days hence the 
banners of Tancred will wave on yon proud 
walls. Ina little time the ty ant will be 
humbled, and can no longer boast of vic- 
tories.” 











Why, my friend, (said Tarcred)-what 
hopes hast thour” Albert arswered,- 


“‘ Thou khnowest since we have been here 
I have shunned the society of my fellow- 
soldiers,—not from y dishke ‘to them, 
but that I might freely indulge my solitary 
reflections. Onc only has been the compa- 
nion of my rambles. <A similarity of tem- 
pers, and nearly so of fortune ‘s, soon produ- 
; behaviour to 
last glorious battle, where the sor 
of Louis yie Ided_ his haughty breath, won 
my esieem and my confidence—ever sinee 
we have been as brothers. 

“Tn our walk yesterday, being oppres- 
sed by the heat of the day, we searched for 
some friendly shade to secure us from the 
scorching rays of the sun. In our search 
we dtione ereda ont: the mouth of which 
was nearly choaked by the abundances os 
briars and bushes that were growing abou 
it. Nevertheless we ME Our way into 
it. It extended back to some distance. 
We pursued it until we arrived at its ter- 
mination, which was, as R inaldo judged, 
in the vaults of your palace.” —** Now you 
mention it (return ed. Tancre d) 1 remem- 
her hearing from an old domestic, that such 
a passage had been constructed a long time 
ago, oi it it had entir caped my memo- 
ry.”— To-morrow, if you “ay allow me, 
lei Albert whilst you make an attack 
on the city, Rinaldo and a accomna- 
nied by a small but determined band, will 
force our way—and before the setting sun, 
your friends shall again be in possession of 
their rights.” Ta: ered having assented to 
this, Albert withdrew to choose his coms 
panions. 

On the following day, accompanied by™ 
forty of the bravest kni ghts in the army, 
they essayed forth, 
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Obscure they went,’ thro’ dreary shades 


Algng the waste 


that led 


Jom inions————_== 


on their arrival al the trap-door whith 
Me rricsiea to the upper-rooms, Albert 
atid Rinaldo instantly leapt up,—immedi- 
ately the door was thrown down with great 
violence, and they found themselves sur- 
rounded bya large party of armed men.— 
Diawig their words, the t srush- 
ed upon them-—overpowered by numbers, 
they were obliged to yield, but not before 
they had immolated a number of their e- 
nemies. 
Louis had employed a spy in the court 
of Tancred, who had overheard the con- 
versation between him. and Albert, and 


wo f jends 


had advised Louis of it in the evenin g; thus 
he was enabled to cefeat the too-saneuine 
hopes of our youthful hero, le H. 


(To be continued. ) 








For the Philadelphia Repository. 
Literary Information. 
Mircnert Sewatn, esq. of New- 
}lampshire, is preparing his poetical works 
for the press. Mr. Sewat is a lawyer by 
profession, and is said to have very pro- 
found legal knowledge. He is however, 
an eccentric character, and occasionally 
labours under the influence of a species of 
insanity. Perhaps this pra be called poet- 
ical inspiration, proceeding from a sublimi- 
ty of thought above the conception of the 
vulgar: Beattie would probably pronounce 
this affection of the mind the inspiration of 
a bard rapt in meditation high.” Mr. 
SEWAL is sometimes as eloquent as judi- 
cious in defending a client. At other 
iimes he affects a pertinacious silence ; and 
no inducement can prevail upon him to 
speak or write; and sometimes he maintains 
this inflexible taciturnity for weeks to- 
gether. 

Mr. S. possesses a refined musical taste, 
and is himself an admirable performer. To 
great delicacy he unites extreme sensibili- 
ty, and is benevolent to a fault. 

From the occasional specimens of Mr. 

Szwat’s poetry, which have been before 
the public, we are led to anticipate much 
entertainment in the perusal of his works 
entire. Few modern poets are equally 
eciginal,; harmonious and nervous. 


G. 
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ARITHMETIC 
FOR LADIES OF FASHION, 


Numeration will teach them to make /g- 
vres in life, and to enumerate all they hear 
and see with more truth than it is said they 
now generally do. 

2. Addition will teach them to add to the 
number of their gallants, children and a- 
inusements, 

Subtraction will teach them to take 
from their neighbour’s merit, in order to 
increase their own. 

b. Multiplication will teach them to mn/- 
tiply as fast as their husbands can possibly 
anatntatn. ; 

5. Bictvige will teach them how to par- 
cel out the estate with advantage, in all ca- 
ses of separite maintenance. 

6. The Rule of Three will teach them how 
to manage at one time a husband and a 
gallant, so as fo estimate to a certainty, if 
a husband is capable of affording her so 
much happiness, what a husband and a gal- 
lant must afford. 

7. Practice will complete them in learn- 
ing all those accomplishments and allure. 





ments, by which they make daily so many 
conquests. 

8. Simple Interest will teach them that it 
should centre in their own person and 
pleasure. 

9. Compound Interest will teach them 
that it is their interest to compound with 
their husbands, by obedience at home, for 
the sake of pleasure abroad; and to com- 
pound with the world, by sacrificing cha- 
racter for the sake of enjoyment. 

10. Reduction will teach them to bear 
with patience the loss of one lover for the 
sake of the rest. 

11. Vulgar Fractions will teach them to 
despise the ill-natured and groveling ideas 
of the low bred world. 

12. And Geometrical Progressions will 
teach them to progress in a é«o-fold ratio in 
all the arts of coquetry. 
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A SCRAP. 
“Music hath charms to soothe the savage breast ;”” 


Is it then a wonder that it captivates the 
human, and transports it to extacy?—What 
rapture does the harmonious voice of a fe- 
male inspire ?—What can I put in compa- 
rison to the pleasure? 


ore eeees - Nought 
Is with more "delight fraught. 





’Twas ona calm and serene evening, 
when the moon with uninterrupted splen- 
dor shone froth the starry firmament: I was 
sitting at the east window of my apart- 
ment—filled with amazement at the won- 
derful structure I beheld—when the air 
was pierced bya sound which met my ear, 
and inspired the most pleasing sensations— 
I felt as if transported to the regions of se- 
raphic delight, my attention was immedi- 
ately and imperceptibly drawn to the 
source, where I beheld an angelic figure at 


_a window in the third story of a back 


place—emiting the most enrapturing melo- 
dy, and praising Divinity thro’ the medium 
of one of Mr. Law’s most elegant tunes, 
in these words: 

“ Where will my growing numbers exd 

“ When I begin thy praise ?” 

K, 
Awecpote.—Anignorant nobleman ob- 

serving one day at dinner a person emi- 
nent for his philosophical talents,- intent 
on choosing the delicacies of the table, said 
to him, “‘ What ! do philosophers love dain- 
ties!” «* Why not?” returned the scholar, 
“Do vou think, my Jord, that the good 
things of this world were made only for 
blockheads ?” 
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The Monitor. 


IN reflecting on the world in general, 
I could not helpsconsidering the many, 
with a pleasing astonishment, that even 
strive to render themselves miserable. Be- 
ing surrounded with every material to make 


men happy and contented, they are still 


pining, in the midst of plenty. True real 
happiness certainlp@eonsists not in fortune 
or possession, for how many do we see mise- 
rable, though possessing thousands. There 
are many in the world, who are of a mel- 
ancholy disposition, who look upon the in- 
nocent enjoyments of life as criminal, who 
behold every thing with an eye of discen- 
tent. Such as these it is not in the power 
of the world to render happy ! The lively 
spirits of youth gild no opening prospect to 
them. Did heaven then ordain us to live 
so unhappy? Did our Creator give to us 
sensibility, give to us minds fit to compre- 
hend his laws, to imbibe his instructions, to 
adore him in his works, and in the end, to 
be miserable ? Heaven forbid! All things 
around us demonstrate the contrary. The 
works of his hands convey a p.easure to the 
inspector, and all the creation seems to re- 
joice with man. The man who acts up to 
the dictates of reason and religion, has the 
greater motive to be cheerful, for he only 
has the proper title to it. Superstitious 
fear deprives us of the pleasure of conver- 
sation, and all those social joys which are 
not only innocent but laudable. The man of 
good heart enjoys all these delights, under 
the smile of an approving heaven. No 
fears damp his joys ;_ he looks upon transito- 
ry joys as gales to waft him forward in his 
voyage through life, and beholds death as 
a messenger to welcome him to his desired 
haven. ‘It is not the business of virtue,” 
as Addison very sublimely observes, “ to 
extirpate the affections of the mind, but to 
regulate them. It may moderate and res- 
train, but was not designed to banish glad- 
ness from the heart of man. The exercise 
of virtue is so far from excluding all glad- 
ness of heart, that it isa perpetual source 
of it. It banishes, indeed, all levity of be- 
haviour, but in exchange, fills the mind 
with an uninterrupted cheerfulness.” How 
interesting then is it to every one to cherish 
this sun-shine of the mind, to banish those 
gloomy disconsolate ideas, that supersti- 
tious fears create, and strive to live so 
agreeable to reason and religion, that we 
may,— by an easy transition from what 
we now are, shine forth angels of light.” 

RemMAark—Thirst teaches all animals to 
drink ; drunkenness belongs exclusively to 
man, 
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For the Philadelphia Repository. 


TO THE EDITOR, 


The following Translation of the Latin Elegy 
in your last number, is, with much diffidence 
offered for publication, 


HERE lies Pompey, the favourite dog 
of the invincible king of the Swedes. He 
died at Polonia, deservedly beloved ; 
whence he was sent to Sweden, to receive 
the honours of a funeral, in his native 
country. 


THIS is the dog, who thro’ each direful 
storm, 

Of devastation terror and alarm, 
Firm to his master’s fortune still adher’d, 
Follow’d his steps, and following rever’d. 
The Hyperborean prince his toils approv’d, 
And e’en in death his memory he lov’d : 
Thus to his northern home the dog restor’d, 
And his untimely exit long deplor’d. 


Pompey’s remains, and his illustrious 
name, 
Are sacred to his country, and to fame. 
If thus the ashes of a dog could claim, 
Funereal honours, and so fair a name ; 
What honours may not faithful friends ac- 


quire, is 
From him, who glows with friendship’s sa- 
cred fire? N. 


For the Philadelphia Repository- 
A REQUEST——By R. W., 


Ye gents whose wits are at your finger’s end, 
Now turn your thoughts for once to please 
a friend: 

Contemplating new modes to planta gréve, 

On trigonometry my thoughts did rove. 

The number of my trees is just nineteen, 

Which I would wish to plant upon my green: 

Their order such,—{if so you can dispose,) 

That al! my trees exhibit just mine rows. 

In every row,—(if so you can contrive) 

I'd have the number be exactly five; 

But noW for trigonometry the test, 

And this‘more pleases me than all the resi. 

I’d have them fair exhibit to my view, 

Une sexagon,—triangles thirty-two : 

Ye learned friends in trigonomic lore, 

Your aid I crave this myst’ry to explore. 
R. W. 








REMARK. 


Weare offen mistaken for men of plea- 
‘tre, because we are not men of business ; 
‘nd for men of business, because we are 
ret men of pleastire. A great genius finds 
rb for both; an inferiof genius for nei- 
her, 
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Marriages. 
"Tis sympathy of soul must souls unite, 
Without that sympathy, no true delight: 
What gold cements, by gold may be disjoin'd ; 
There is no int’rest in the lover’s mina, 
MRS. DICKSON. 


MARRIED....In this city....On the 20th 
inst. by the Rev. T. Ustick, Mr. Joseph 
Rambo, to the amiable Miss Sarah Powell 
.++-On the 22d, by the Rev. Dr. Smith, 
Mr. James D. Gibson, to Miss Sarah 
Young, daughter of the late Charles Young, 
deceased....By the Rev. Mr. Ustick, Capt. 
E. Gardener, of the ship Phabe Ann, to 
Miss Grace Wagner. 

ssoseeeeeesee At Hinsdale, (Ver.) the Hon. 
Lewis R. Morris, Representative in Con- 
gress, to Miss Ellen Hunt. 

tesseseeeeeee Lately at Boston, Mr. John P. 
Schoot, jun. late of Philadelphia, merchant, 
to Miss Hannah Meinxies, of the former 
place. 
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Deaths. 


Ah! in what perils is vain life engag’d! 

What slight neglects, what trivial faults destroy 

The hardiest frame! of indolence, of toil, 

We die ; of want, of superfluity ! 

ARMSTRONGe 

DIED....In this city....On the 19th inst. 
Mrs. Elizabeth Fisher, At. 78, relict of 
the late Mr. Samuel Fisher: Mrs. Marga- 
ret Smith, A&t. 22, relict of the late Uriah 
Smith: Mrs. Catherine May, consort of 
Mr. Adam May....On the 24th, Mrs. Jane 
Parks. 


COMMUNICATION. 
MELANCHOLY! 
Mr. Joun Moore, mate of the Brig 
Rose, was unfortunately drowned on Fri- 
day evening last, in endeavouring to re- 
gain a boat which had got adrift, as the 
brig was dropping down the river. His 
body was found on Sunday morning, and 
decently interred in the evening, in New- 
castle. The untimely death of this young 
man is a subject of deep regret to his friends; 
cut of in the prime of life, it may truly be 
said he had manyamiable qualifications: tho’ 
these were perhaps sullied with the follies 
of youth, yet had Providence spared his 
days, he would, no doubt, have proved an 
ornament to society, and a comfort to his 
friends and relations. He has lefia wife 
but four weeks married, to sustain the 
loss—after a courtship of nine years. 
August 23th. 
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ANOTHER MELANCHOLY ACCIDENT! 


On the 17th inst. Mr. ALEXANDre 
Lee, in company with some other gentle- 
man, went a few miles below the city, for 
the purpose of fowling. In one of the fields 
near the Point-House, Mr. Lee, in attempt- 
ing to pass a ditch, rested his piece on the 
ground, and placed his hand on the muzzle 
in order to assist himself over. Unfortu- 
nately the gun was cocked, and something 
touching the trigger, it went off : the charge 
entered his hand, and his arm being in an 
angle position, the shot passed thro’ his 
wrist, and again entered just below the 
shoulder, where the whole lodged.’ He 
was brought home to his house in Gaskill- 
street, and medical aid immediately pro- 
cured; but an amputation was deemed im- 
practicable, or at least, that it would not 
be attended with any beneficial effects, and 
no hopes were entertained of his recovery 
by the gentlemen who attended him, <A 
mortification soon took place, and after 
languishing seven days in the most excru- 
ciating torture, he expired on Sunday morn- 
ing last. Mr. Lee was a sober industrious 
man, and possessed considerable property, 
the fruits of his assiduity. 





——_—-— 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
“ The Poetical Correftor, by Rinaldo,” noticed in our 
last, is not destitute of poetical meiit; and asa wew 
correspondent, we would willingly encourage Kinel- 
do: but he appears to have been unfortunate, in the 
present instance, in selecting a subject. The task he 
has imposed upon himself, of pointing out those wri- 
ters in the Repository, whose poetical effusions are 
defective either in matter or stile, ‘would prove much 
more irksome than he is aware of; as the /ex taljores 
would certainly be used; and recent examples of 
criticisms upon criticisms, renders the editor cautious 
of admitting articles of that nature.—Sensible, how- 
ever, cf the advantages that would result to young 
writers from geod criticism, he would be happy ta 
obtain the correspondence of one prope: ly qualified 
for the task, who would take up the subject on a ge- 
neral scale, without confining himself to the writers 
in the Repository; one whose genius is luminous, 


w stile is pure, whose judgment is corre, ane 
Id point out the beauties as well as defeCts o£ 
b hor.—if Rinaldo will employ his pen on o- 


ther subjects, his communications will be acce,:able. 
The gentleman whe furnishes “ Literary Information’ 
for this week’s Repository, is invited to convinue his 
correspondence. Such articles, especially when ec- 
companied with biographical sketches, are peculiarly 
interesting to the friends of literature. ; 
“ D.’s Address to Miss Sarab .....” and (he piece head- 
ed “ Man is prone to Evil,” are of too insipid a na- 
ture to gratify the mental taste of almos: any reader. 
Three numbers ox ‘* The Observer” have already appear- 
ed in the Repository, and five subsequent ones are 
received. As it appeared to be the intention cf the 
writer to correct the foibles of mankind, the editor 
was induced to give these papers publicuy, in hopes, 
in a series of numbers, to find something new ; some- 
thing that wouid ‘shoot folly as iz flies;” but a wni- 
form want of origivality, znd weakness cf manner 
and stile, (foreign to the writer ov scme other 
occasions) has entirely Cisappointed his hopes, and 
compels him to drop the’r publication, 
“ The Gazer, No. 1." “ The Pedestrian, No, 1." apd 
“« Apollo, alias David Nincum,” ae received, wil} te 
patticularly noticed next week. . 
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For the Puttapetpura Repository. 
UENRY AND ELIZA; 
A T A L EE. 
(conctupzp.) 


‘“* ONE day while sitting on the green, 
‘* Beneath a spreading shady grove, 
‘¢ While ev’aing clos’d the day serene, 

‘¢ In glitt’ring armour came my love. 


1! dearest maid prepare to part, 

For I must leave thee, lovely maid. 

‘¢ Why must we, dearest Henry, part? 
‘s Why wilt thou go? I weeping said. 


44 Al 
aad 
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‘* My country calls me to the war, 
** [ must obey ics call, he said ; 
‘* For dangers threaten from afar, 
‘¢ And hostile hosts our land invade. 


** Our friends o’erpower’d in the fight, 
** Sink dying on th’ ensanguin’d plain; 

‘* E*en those who save themselves by flight, 
‘s Weak, faint and spiritiess remain. 


‘* To arms ! To arms! the trumpet sounds, 
‘* 7 Fis freedom calls our youth to arms; 
‘* Our country bleeding lies in wounds, 
‘+ And seeks the assistance of our arms. 


‘* Shall I inglorious pass my time, 

** While slaves possess our peaceful plain? 
‘* And shell this free and happy clime, 

‘+ Groan’neath a gloomy tyrant’s reign ? 


‘* No, Iwill go, and if I fall, 

** My flocks, my lands, my house & home, 
‘6 Dear weeping fair, thine shall be ail, 

** When l rest in the silent tomb. 


‘¢ And then he bade a last farewell, 
‘* Whiletears flow’d from iny aching eyes, 
‘*? P was like death’s awful solemn knell— 
‘+ Now dead upon the plain he lies. 


‘¢ My sighs with early morn arose, 
‘s My tears with dewy ew’ning fell, 
‘* At last I found relief from woes, 
~** Jn pious resignation’s cell. 


‘¢ When from the field our troops return’d, 


‘+ From rank to rank in haste [ ff 
“ To ev'ry one I saw | turn’d, 


** And ask’d if they my Henry kné@w. 


“ Put no one knew—at last I met, 

‘+ A friend who my lov’d Heory knew, 
‘* But how shall I the tale repeat; 

‘+ tie’s dead! he said ;—my senses flew. 


** Once more to inis’ry I awoke, 
** To feel again ofiion’s smart; 

‘© The bands of fainting sleep were broke, 
** And anguish’ keen oppress’d my heart. 


“* One night while sleeping on my bed, 
‘s | dreamt I saw ny love again, 
** The viral current from his head, 
' Tn sanguine streams flow’d onthe plain. 


‘* He wav’d his hand, I thought, aad said, 
‘* Eliza, lovliest fair, I die, 

*« We'll meet in happier skies, dear inaid; 
‘* Upon the plain my bones will fie.” 
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‘© T sought to clasp him in my arms, 

‘“* And take a last, a sad embrace, 

He vanish’d while I stretch’d my arms, 
** Sleep fled,and tears roll’ddown my face. 


- 


‘ 


- 


Soon as the morning light arose, 

‘¢ T journey’d tow’rds the fatal plain, 
*€ His corse within a tomb t’ enclose, 
‘+ And shed my tears on his remains. 


- 
. 


I sought him on the ensanguin’d plain, 
‘* Where many a hero rests his head ; 
But ah! I sought, alas, in vain, 

‘* Amidst the nam’rous heaps of dead.” 
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No longer could I silent view, 
My weeping love, but to her said, 
(As to my panting bosom drew, 
The treuibling, frighten’d, shrieking maid. ) 


‘¢ Behold, my fair, thy Henry dear, 

Not dead, but living yet for thee; 
Dry up that silent falling tear, 

Nor longer weep, dear maid, for ime. 


Amidst the battle’s rage I fell, 
Cover’d with wounds, upon the plain, 
But ah! what huiman tongue cap tell, 
The horrors that around me reignd. 


Three days I lay upon the piain, 

The rude blast how(\’d zround my head, 
No balm to igate my pain, 

Aadall arouad me hesps of dead. 
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Still you possess’d my ev'ry thought, 
While I approach’d the yawning grave ; 

The fourth day a poor hermit brought, 
Who bore me to yon lonely cave. 


Soon as my bleeding wounds were heal’d, 
I flew to clasp thee to my breast; 

Thy friends to me a tale reveal’d, 
W hich robb’d me of my health and rest. 


For you I sought, but you had fled, 

Your home, and none could tell me where ; 
Since then a hermit’s life I Iced, 

And mourn’d thy loss, my faithful fair. 


Now never, never more we'll part, 
But seek again our native plains, 
Joy long a stranger to our hearts, 
Shall chace the mem’ry of our pains.” 
ASEL RIHLAHRMAM: 
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For the Pattapenpaia Repository. 
a's 
MR. HOGAN, 

The inclosed lines were writténin consequence of a me- 
lancboly event which occurred lately ; if worthy of 
insertion in your Valuable Reposttery, they are at your 
service. Your's, Ge. 


AN ELEGY. 
AH! didst thou hear that sigh from yender 
vale, (hour, 
Where melancholy glooms at midsight’s 
Enwrap the scene; borne on the passing gale, 
its notes resound within thisionely bow’r. 


There spring, returning, gives no verdure 
birth, (bicom, 
No odours breathe, nor blushing flow’rets 
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While in mute ageny she clasps his grave, 
Around her falls night’s damp, uohealthy 
air, (lave, 
Sudden she starts—while tears her bosom 
Utters the piercing accents of despair. 


Yet once she was, for distant is the day, 
Contented; then propitious fortune smii'd, 
Her soul, serene and innocently aay, 
Beain’d thro’ those eyes, so mouraful now, 
and wild. 


Henry, of graceful form and potish*’d mind, 
Beheld the fair, aud own'd the power of 
love ; 
Mutual affection soon the lovers bind, 
And all the warmth of tenderness they 
prove. 


Fix’d was the day when Hymen’s mystic 

flame, (one ;— 

Should at the sacred altar, make them 

Alas! the tyrant death, relentiess came,— 

And seiz’d the youth—his transient life 
was done. 


Poor maid ! thy anguish and thy tears abate, 
Let consolation to thy heart be giv’n; 
No more lament the cire decree of fate, 
But bow submissive to the wiilof heav'n, 
EDWIN. 
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For the Puttapecputa Repository. 
MR. HOGAN, = 
A Subscriber will consider bintself obliged by ytur in- 
serting the following satire. It is taken from an old 
English magazine, tut is certainly very applicable i 
the present times. 


THE YOUNG MAN’s AMUSEMENT. 
‘‘ Gamiag, talking, swearing, drinking ; 
‘* Hunting, sheoting, never thinking ; 
‘“Chattering nonsense ail day long, 

‘* Humming Ralf an Opera song.” 
Performing plays upon the stage, 
Following fashion as the ragey 
** }incing words in conversation, 
‘* Ridiculing every natiun ; 

‘¢‘Admiring their own pretty faces, 

‘* As if possess’d of all the graces : 

‘* And, tho’ no bigger than a rat, 

** Peeping under each giri’s hat.” 
99003000 
W OMAN’s RESOLUTION. 
BY AARON HILL, 


“OH!” cri’d Arsenia long in wedloek biest, 

Her head reclining@on her husband’s breast, 

‘¢ Should death divide thee from thy doating 
wite, (life? 

‘6 What com-ort could befoundin widow’ 

‘+ How the thoughtshakes me !—Heav’n ay 
** Strephon save, 

‘* Or give the lost Arsenia half his grave |” 


Jove heard the lovely mournery and ap- 
prov’d : ‘* be lov’d! 

‘* And shonid not wives like this,” said. he, 
‘* Take the fair sorrower at her word, and 
try (lie 2” 

‘* How deeply rooted woman’s vows cat 








There, stretch’d her beauteous form on the 
. colfearth, 
Amanda mourns beside ber Henry's tomb. 
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’T was said, and done—the tender Stre-) 
phon di'd; (tri’d, \ 
Arsenia two /oxg months t’cutlive him 
But inthe taird—alas | bécanze a bride. 
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